Jersey. Madame was left alone, waiting for Cyril who had
promised to be back by then. Madame shot a glance at her
wristwatch. It had stopped. In a fit of angry impatience she
pushed it into her handbag. "Where is that rascal? " she
thought. " Why can't he be here on time? How can he
let me wait like this? "

It was one of Madame's unaccountable impulses that made
her suddenly rush over to her trunk and wildly begin to dig
into it. " Bhakaroff/' she thought, " I almost forgot him in
all my own trouble. Poor fellow, to give up before the last
scene is no joke. A sprained ankle can be agony, I know it.
And Sasha, such a good sort, such a pal, such a perfect
colleague and I haven't even said good-bye to him. I haven't
congratulated him on his wedding. I haven't even asked
how he feels now. A wedding gift, she thought frantically,
something unique, something worthy of Sasha. Where are
my things, what shall I give him? Why did I let Semper
go home, but that's just like me, I am always letting myself
be victimized------"

Once more she plunged into the depths of the trunk. Like
a pearl-diver she came np with three treasures which always
travelled with her. A ring Chaliapin had given her after
a performance of * Marguerite/ A score of 'Electra/ the mar-
gins filled with remarks in Richard Straus's own handwriting.
A beautiful black shawl given to her by Puccini after he had
seen her in 'Tosca.' She looked from one to the other,
unable to decide which one would make the nicest wedding
gift for Sasha. Finally and most generously ^she took them
all three with her to let him choose whichever he liked best.
The idea of giving away something that was very dear and
precious to her made her extremely happy. She hung the shawl
over her shoulder, slipped on the ring, clasped the 'Electra*
score under her arm and went on her way to the men's side.

The stage was dark and almost empty by now, with only
a few emergency lights here and thete. The backdrop with all

163